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Here are come thoughts 
of summer, caught 

With randem hand 
From out the past, 


And sent with Xmag Greeting. Fast 
Ghey cling, and close, these echoes, fraught 
With faint regret—too faint to last. 


@here was a day, lon§ since, in Ma 
Perhaps, wien all the glades were hold 
And white with dogwood. Manifold — 
@e birds and bees that made their way 


feross its whiteness. "G Was the old, 


Old story of the year’s sweet youth. 


Changed, changed, —alas, dear friend! he stream = 
Is frozen, and the wirtey sleam 
OF waning$ light shows but the ruth 


OF haunts forsaken. lsike a dream 
Most fair it clings. Ghe breezy hill, 
Whose slopes with ¢olden—red were gay, 
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Where sweet airs blew, and soft and gray 


Cloud shadows crossed, —we climbed at will 


Its tangled paths;—is dieear and dun to-day 
And by the sea—ocne evening fair 


We lingered on the yellow sands, 
And watched a ship, te other lands 
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Zail onward thpoush the radiant air, — 
Cind gave Ged speed with veice and hands. 


Ca aera mage ee 
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Gut six months fone, and now, the rocks 
fire black, the skies an$ gad and low; 


Che breakers Fling their hears of snow 
Far up the beach in giant shocks. 
"Gig not the sea we used to know. 


your fav’rite meadows, whence the kine 
Came lagging ome, at dusky eve, 
Cropping the $rasses, loath to leave 


Gheir dewy freshness, sweet and fine, 
Are changed indeed. You “d searce believe 


@hese level lengths of moor and mead, 
Gray, from the sky, or ¢hostly white, 


fre suite the same. he golden light 
Ils gone.  @he hrook, where rus and reed 
Grew, mirrors net the stare at night. 


fll Xmas joys increased — desires 
Fulfilled 1 wish you. lend these rhymes, 
OF happy hours gone by, with chimes. 


OF present joy. pe af 

JAS by bright Fires 
you sit, and dream, perchance of future days, 
Good angels suide you, friend, in happy ways. 
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